THE SANDS OF  DAKAKA

more friendly to me. The antipathy I thought I had
detected in our first meeting was but their native sullenness:
in truth they had come here with Shaikh Salih expressly
for rny purposes. The plan was that they would bear me
westwards through these sands of Dakaka to the water-hole
of Shanna. There I must dismiss them and engage a third
and still further reduced party of men and camels, which
Shaikh Salih would go ahead to select and bring to the
rendezvous after ten days if God willed, and neither of us
met an enemy.

These central southern sands of Dakaka were indeed the
key to the problem of my journey, for they had received
the rains of last year and were therefore blessed with
exceptional pastures so that the herds had concentrated
here. This had made it possible for a large party laden with
full milk-skins to come to the coast for me; here I could find
an escort to take me on, and hence a party would avail at the
most advanced point towards the inmost sands for a jump
off into the unknown. Had Dakaka itself been hungry,,
had last year's rains fallen not here but to the north-east,,
the camel concentrations would have been too far removed
for the system of relays by which alone I could hope to
cross the deserts in quick stages carrying scientific instru-
ments.

Pay-day was a day of excitement, for a hired Badu is the
most difficult person to satisfy on dismissal. His contracted
pay was fifty dollars for himself and camel and forty dollars,
for a pack animal; of this he had drawn half at Dhufar, in
advance; the other half he was getting that day, so that
my camp table glittered with Maria Theresa dollars (each
worth about is, 4d.), the only coin the sands know, and that
but infrequently. The chink of silver, a sound rare in
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